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My breezes of Law blow rhythmical, rhythmical.
Lo ! Nations fall like petals, leaves.
Drizzle !    Drizzle !    Drizzle !

My balmy breath, the breeze of Law,

Blows beautiful! beautiful!
Some objects swing and sway like twigs,

And others like the dewdrops fall*
Drizzle !    Drizzle !    Drizzle 1

My graceful light, a sea of white,
An ocean of milk, it undulates.
It ripples softly, softly, softly ;
And then it beats out worlds of spray 1
I shower forth the stars as spray !

Drizzle !    Drizzle !    Drizzle !

RAMA.

OM !             OM !            OM !
Peace!       Blessings!       Love!       Joy!       Joy!
(Darjeeling side)^
MOST BLESSED DEAR DIVINITY, *
Perhaps you know already Rama is in the hills
about a thousand miles from Mussorie. Rama lives all
alone in an old house belonging to the Bengal Forest
authorities. Away from the railway line, removed from
the Post Office, beyond reach of visitors and callers,
surrounded by a scenery among the richest in the world,
with beautiful rills, and a spring running at short distance
from it, and when the weather is fair, commanding a
distant view of the world's highest mountain, Mt.
Everest. Even here fresh milk is brought to Rama by
the mountaineers living in the woods. Walks in the
woods and study fill up Rama's time.
What are name, fame, ambitions, wealth, achieve-
ments and all when '* man in the woods with God may
meet" ? Why should we catch and cherish the fever of
doing f
1 Addressed to Mrs. Wellman.